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Cloud: The Dream

POETRY

.34 1
Searching .' .. searching
somewhere a melody
A song the body sings
.
In embryonic time the tune was twisted
And music to a clanse macabre was ,born.

Ten breaths through the traffic
A giant edifice of stone and glass ....
The library stands severely ponderous.
The circle diminishes ...
The lighte4 vault of learning
Looms a vast and impersonal tomb.
<;:old women with speckled hair
Glide through silent space ...
, Grey nuns at literary mass.
. Student stares are fragmentary.
. The polished benches hold
A dreamer no less bitter:
Only better dressed.
M . .T. A.

YEATS'

MCGITTIGAN

EPITAPH,

Yeats has reilched his phase' of rest.
Lunar opposition there
Cannot quicken furious breast.
" Make your judgeII!.ent if you dare,
War be-timorous critic; he
Served your world's liberty.
GEORGE

THE

KEL L.OGG

DREAM

Illusion:
Come with me to home
Be edifice more fragile than sleep,
Keeper of the wires: as dream is winding
Through pillars 'and w~lls to alleys'
Less incCU)descent than the signs
From which we siphoned joy. So body is body,

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1943

.~

i

1

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 13 [1943], Iss. 3, Art. 17

NEW

MEXICO QUAR·TERLY

R~VIEW

The same flesh, the skittish nose
Curved to the ground: an indelicate' weed,
And irregular faces are known, memorized
And served in an unusual sky.
As marks by which we navigate
And journey past these air fields
To craters torn from darkness.

)

Over roofs:- the carpet is
A remnant of our childhood Bagdad:
As nerver-sleep comes haunting with its swing
Pouring the night back upon the proud
And all our wandering steps merge
Into the military, the. accents rhymed
Though divisible into separate hopes,
And the body dreams against the curtain
Yet the play is (by what dim coincidence) the same,
Veritably the ,one we have lived before.
'" our eyes
Cascades and oranges about
Conspire to move this massive time
When spires are blocks that tumble over
The picturesque, 0 awkward domes .....
Illusion:
Come with me to home.
JESS

THE

PROGRESS

OF

Il.

CLOUD

PHOTOGRAPHY

.Slowly I mount the stairs to have
my picture taken. And in the
slightly dusty room, a shabby
modem chair celebrates the
Funereal ceremony with artificial
cheer. The occasion is aNew
Year, uncertain, melancholy,
but hoping fOf a better than
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